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"My advice to you is," he said decisively, 4tdo not stay too long in
contact with a world which is not a natural world but an artificial world,
created by a catastrophic convulsion called war. You have to see children
dying of starvation and not share your food because you can only add to
the general misery by disabling yourself. That is not human nature; it is
utterly repugnant to it. You have to see morality reversed by hunger,
nothing can be less natural. You can learn nothing from it except that it
happens when war happens, just as drowning happens in floods and scorch-
ing in fires. Keep a grip of this and don't let it overwork or starve you
and you will corne through without losing your faith. Poetical vision
will lead you into a wrong relationship with life as it is reversed to-day,
and it is political capacity which will determine the course of events/*

He found Clare working at a head in clay.

"When Rodin was doing my head he found the ears all wrong in
spite of his meticulous measuring with callipers, he cut the ears off
just like that," and he swept his hands like a knife cutting air, "and
put new ears on without sentiment or sensitivity. My ears have always
been a trouble to sculptors because they are not normal. My nurse must
have lifted me by the ears when she wanted me to do anything I did
not want to do."

When I walked with him, he said: "Clare must know my face better
than anybody in the world. She should do a bust of me and I will sit
if she needs me. My Rodin is at the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art,
my Strobl is with the London County Council. But all those were done
in my nonage/'

"My greatest happiness is to watch Clare at work,*' I said.
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